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Can’t Buy Me Love
George drove himself to the NEMS office on Argyll Street, wanting to keep as much distance as possible between himself and this girl, Carolyn.  He’d specifically requested that the meting be scheduled for a time when Brian would be in the office just in case things turned ugly.  For the life of him, George still could not imagine what it was this girl wanted that she insisted on speaking with him personally and alone, but the entire business left him with an ominous feeling.
The staff at the office was alerted beforehand that George would be coming in, and Brian made sure that there was security available to assure the safety of the Beatle as he entered and left the office. Pulling his Aston Martin into a narrow space barely big enough for his sportscar to squeeze into, George felt a palpable relief when he spotted Mal Evans chatting easily with two policemen.  He saw that there were only a handful of fans on watch outside the building, so he emerged from the car to a small chorus of screams and made the dash for the entrance with a quick wave and smile at the girls.  Once inside, he followed Mal to the lift that would take them to the NEMS offices.  He had only been in the new offices a few times before, and the irony of NEMS Enterprises being housed in Sutherland House, right next to the London Palladium, from where Beatlemania infected the nation, wasn’t lost on him.  
Once they were alone in the lift, Mal turned to George.  “Alright, George?” he grinned. 

Raising his eyebrows, George answered as lightheartedly as he could manage, “I reckon we’ll see!”

Arriving at their floor, Mal gave the young man a supportive clap on the shoulders as he passed out of the lift and into the corridor.  The door to the NEMS suite opened to the reception area, and that’s where they found Brian already waiting.

Skipping any pleasantries, George asked pointedly “Is she here?”

“Oh yes!”  Brian replied with a grimace.  “She arrived about fifteen minutes ago,” he added in a low voice while the secretary pretended not to listen.

George hesitated, then, blowing a sigh, he said, “Right.  Let’s get this over with.  Where is she?”

Leaving Mal in the reception area, Brian led the way, calling over his shoulder, “I’ve put her in Alistair’s office.  You can just use that office, if you like.” 

“That will be fine, Brian, thanks,” George replied distractedly.

As the two men stood outside the door, Brian asked quietly, “Do you want me to go in with you?”

Shaking his head, George answered, “Nah, she’s made it clear it’s me she wants to talk to.  We might as well get to it and find out what she wants.”

As angry and frustrated as Brian had been with George lately, he couldn’t keep from feeling somewhat sympathetic towards the boy right then.  George was so obviously nervous that the manager truly wished there was some way he could intervene on his behalf.  Unfortunately, however, that had already been tried and failed.  So, for now at least, George was on his own.  In hushed tones, Brian hurriedly gave George a rundown of instructions.  “Make no promises, George, until you have discussed them with me.  Whatever this girl wants, she is to be granted nothing off the cuff.  Do not let her back you into a corner.  I know how vulnerable you’re feeling, and, most unfortunately, so does she.  Whatever you do, do not allow her to manipulate you.  Whatever she says, whatever she threatens or offers, leave her with the impression that you could really care less, then excuse yourself, and come see me.  Understood?”

Like a fighter being prepped for the ring, George nodded repeatedly, his eyes glued to the door.  “Alright, then, in you go,” Brian said opening the door and stepping back to allow George to pass.

He didn’t see her at first and hope had risen in his chest that perhaps she’d grown tired of waiting and had left, unnoticed by any of the staff.  He started in surprise when he heard a sultry voice say, “Hello, George.  I’ve so been looking forward to seeing you again!”

Looking down, he saw her sitting in the large wingback chair behind Alistair’s desk.  Her small stature gave the impression that the chair was swallowing her whole.  For a moment, George thought unkindly that he wished it would.  “’lo…Carolyn….isn’t it?” he asked with a nervous smile.
Affecting a pout, the blonde stood and walked over to him.  Placing her hand against his chest, she complained, “Georgie!  I’m hurt, love!  How could you forget my name after the wonderful time we shared, hmmm?”

George gently removed her hand from his chest and walked over to the window, propping himself against the sill.  “Yeah, well, Carolyn, you already know that night is something I’d like to ferget….and, more importantly, a night I’d like you to ferget.  I was willing to give ya a bit of something fer yer trouble, but Brian tells me you don’t want the money.  So, I reckon I’m here to find out what you do want in return fer... er, fergetting.”
The girl’s eyes had grown hard as he spoke, but softened when she giggled seductively and said, “Oh George!  Now don’t play that game with me, darling!  I know what you really mean is that you’d like to forget that your girlfriend surprised you when she caught us together.”  Walking over to him, she added.  “We both know that’s a different matter, now don’t we?”  Leaning in, she slipped her arms around his neck.
Reaching behind his neck, he again pulled her hands away, holding her wrists for several seconds to make sure the message was clear.  “Please don’t do that, Carolyn.  I’m not here fer that.  In fact, I’m here fer exactly the opposite reason.  I want to make sure that Katie never learns about what happened.”

Carolyn shot him a look of amusement.  “Learns?  She doesn’t remember?”

“No, no, she doesn’t…fer now,” he admitted.  “I’d like to keep it that way.”

“I see,” she said as she wandered around the office, running her fingertips across edge of the mahogany desk.  “My, but amnesia can be quite convenient, can’t it, George?”  

Shaking his head imperceptibly, George stated firmly.  “Listen, Carolyn, I haven’t much time.  You don’t want money?  Fine.  But you made it clear you do want something, so, what is it?” 
“What?  We’re not going to discuss this over a cup of tea, even?”

“Carolyn,” he said warningly.

“Oh, alright!” she relented with a light giggle.  “What I want, George, is you.”

George’s head shot up in surprise.  “WHAT?”

Giving another giggle, she clarified, “I don’t mean I want you to marry me or even make me your girlfriend, but….I want to see you…regularly.  Sort of….an affair, if you will.”

“Yer daft!” he laughed in disbelief.

Shrugging, she said, “Those are my terms, George.  Take them or leave them.”

“I can’t,” he insisted desperately.  “I can’t do that to Katie --”

“Oh, but you’ve already done it, darling,” she said dryly.

“I’ve told you,” he stressed, “…that night was a mistake.” 

“I’m not talking about that night…or you and me, for that matter,” she baited.
George regarded her with confusion.  “Well, what then?”

“Pattie Boyd, George.  You didn’t seem nearly half as concerned about all the newspapers and fan magazines being filled with stories and photos concerning your being with her!  The way I see it, I’m not even asking for that much.  Just a few hours a week….just the two of us….or perhaps the odd social gathering or small dinner party….with no one any the wiser, especially not your Katie….or Pattie, for that matter.”
George said nothing for a few minutes, and Carolyn allowed him the time and quiet to let it all sink in.  Finally, she said, “You’ve really no choice, George.  If you don’t want Katie to find out, that is.”

Without looking at the girl, George asked, “Will you excuse me for a mo?  I’ll be right back.”

Carolyn propped herself on the edge of the desk, and replied, “But of course, darling!  Take all the time you need.  I’m in no hurry.”

George almost said, “thank you,” until he thought better of it.  Managing a nod in her direction, he left the office.  He was headed back into the reception area to find Brian when the manager called out to him through the open door to his office.  “George!  In here!”
George entered Brian’s office already shaking his head.  Closing the office door, he stalked over to the other side of the desk, and, keeping his voice as low as he could, he pointed to the door, and seethed, “She’s bloody mad, Brian!  She’s off!”
Brian stood and came around to where George stood ranting. “Shhhh!  Calm down, George,” he tried to settle the young man.  “Here, sit down and just calm yourself.”  George allowed Brian to gently push him into a chair.  Going to the bar, Brian poured three fingers of scotch and brought the glass to the boy who gulped it one swallow.  Taking the empty glass from George’s hand, he softly asked, “Now….tell me what she said.  What is it she wants, George?”

The Beatle gave a mirthless laugh.  “Me, Brian.  She wants me!”

“She wants you?” Brian repeated quizzically.

“She wants to have an affair…says no one has to know…once a week or so.  Or else she tells Katie.”  He put his face in his hands, and then looking up at his manager, he croaked desperately, “What the fuck am I going to do, Brian?”

Brian’s brows were knitted in thought.  “Well, first of all….I don’t trust that all she’s after is an affair --”

Not hearing what Brian was saying, George interrupted, “And she knows about Pattie as well.”  Shooting up from the chair, George started to pace frantically.  “I can’t fucking win, Brian!  I just can’t!  Katie’s going to find out….about Carolyn….or about Pattie…or both!  If that bitch doesn’t tell her, then she might find out from the press…or her father,” he added with a scowl.  “And I’m going to lose her!”  Spent, George collapsed back in the chair.  After a time, he asked rhetorically, “What do I do, Brian?  What the fuck do I do?”
Brian knew that George wasn’t really expecting an answer, but, clearing his throat anxiously, Brian gave him one.  “Well, George, the first thing you do is you get rid of that young woman.”

“And just what do I tell her?” he laughed derisively.  “‘No Beatle for you, sorry….sod off, luv’?”

Brian replied in an even tone, “Well, I wouldn’t be quite so tactless, but, in short, yes.”

George jumped up from his chair a second time, and yelled, “Right, Bri, and she’ll go straight to Katie --”

“She can’t,” Brian answered calmly.

“What d’yer mean she can’t?” 

“Just that, George.  You’re behaving as though just anyone can get to Katie.  They can’t.  Katie has security, George.  If one’s name is not on the list of authorized visitors, one does not even get to her floor.”

George froze.  Fuck!  He’s right!  I’d forgotten!  It’s not as though Carolyn can just pop ‘round to the hospital and tell Katie!  A sense of relief flowed through George’s body and he allowed himself to smile.  “Christ!  Brian, you’re right!”

George had started for the door when Brian called, “Wait!  George, where are you going?”

With a huge grin, George replied, “I’m just off to tell that tart to piss off.”

Catching up with George, Brian took hold of his arm and steered him back in the office, closing the door behind them.  “She’s waited this long, she can wait a few minutes longer.  There’s more I want to tell you.” He said as he pointed to the chair, encouraging the Beatle to take a seat again.

Complying, George looked at Brian, confusion etched on his face.  “What?”

Brian leaned against his desk in front of George, and said, “You had asked me what you should do.  I told you that you should get rid of this girl first, but there’s more….”

“Alright…what?”

“I would then go to the hospital straight away and privately…,” he paused and took a deep breath before finishing his thought.  “....tell Katie everything.”
George’s eyes went wide.  “Are you fucking mad, Brian?  What do yer think I’m trying to do here?  If I wanted to Katie to know --”

Brian attempted to silence the boy and get him to listen.  “George!  Think about it.  There’s never really been a question about Katie finding out.  She will….one way or another, you’ve admitted as much yourself.  The question, the, is when, and the other question is how. George, would it not be better for her to hear from you?”

George went silent, but Brian could tell he was getting through to him.  His heart broke for the lad, and he knew, had pride not kept him from it, George would be in tears.  His voice barely above a whisper, George answered sadly, “I reckon yer right, Bri.  I s’pose I’ve known all along it would come to this.  It’s only that I – I…,” he shrugged in resignation.

“I know, George,” Brian offered sympathetically.

With a heavy sigh, George stood and said, “I reckon I’d best see to Carolyn --”

“Why don’t you let me take care of Carloyn, George.  You go and see Katie.”

“What, now?”  George asked in surprise.

“Yes.  The sooner you speak with her, the better, I think.”

George regarded the manger suspiciously for several seconds.  “Why?”

“Well, you don’t want to drag it out --”

“I do, actually, Bri,” George interrupted.  “…but I get the feeling you don’t want it dragged out fer a reason.  What aren’t you telling me?”

Had Brian not been so impatient to see the matter resolved, he would have marveled at George’s talent for perception, but time was not on their side, and, so, he decided to come clean.  “You…we…need to find out how Katie is going to respond, George.”

“Why’s that?” 
“Because there is an American reporter who knows all about you and Katie and he’s…ah…he’s going to be writing an article about it.”

“Oh no!” George groaned and fell back into the chair.  Raising his head from his hands, he looked at the manager and pleaded, “Tell me yer fucking joking!”

Brian shook his head sadly, “I’m not, George, I’m sorry.  He’s given us a chance to respond and comment, so we can perhaps manage some damage control, but…well…suffice to say I couldn’t even buy his silence.”
“There’s a lot of that going ’round apparently,” George muttered sardonically.

“I gather from what this journalist said, the story would be syndicated – it’s just too lucrative for him to suppress it.  As he said, if he doesn’t write it, someone else will.  They’ll eventually find out and do so.  Only then, we may not be given an opportunity for any input” Brian waited a few minutes for George to digest this latest development before continuing.  “So you see, George, time is of the essence.  Much depends upon Katie’s response.  If she can forgive you, we’ll need her help….but if she can’t, well….”  He left the thought unfinished, knowing George would understand the implications.
George slowly shook his head.  Pushing off the arms of the chair, he stood and stated grimly, “Well, I s’pose I’m off to hospital to find out if I still have a fiancée, then.”

As George reached for the doorknob, Brian stopped him, “George!  You will ring me as soon as you know, yes?” 

George looked away and nodded wordlessly.  As he stepped out into the corridor, the manager called out to him a second time.  “George!” the Beatle turned around and looked at him, his dark eyes glistening, “Good luck!”

George nodded, and Brian watched him walk away.  He didn’t envy George the task ahead, knowing how much the lad had lived with the dread of facing this very moment.  Unfortunately it has to be done, and drawing it out isn’t going to make it any easier…for anyone.  Glancing across the corridor at the door to Alistair’s office, Brian grinned maliciously. Now here’s one thing I can do for George, and I am going to take a thorough delight in doing it!  
“I’m really glad you’re here, Jeanie!” 

The other girl laughed.  “How many more times are you planning on saying that?  I’m glad I could be here, too, Katie.”

The two girls sat under a tree just outside the hospital.  Jeanie, on a bench seat….Katie, in the wheelchair she was forced to use by hospital policy.  When the early spring weather permitted, they sat outdoors, preferring it to the stuffy hospital room that seemed to constantly smell of antiseptic.  As the two girls lapsed into a short silence, Katie found herself wishing that she could sit outside with George, too, but she knew that would draw too much attention.  In addition to assuring themselves no privacy whatsoever, it would, no doubt, provide a real headache for hospital security.

“So, did Dad and Deirdre end up taking you to the Tower of London this weekend?”

“Oh yeah!  We had a great time!  It was even spookier than I imagined!” Jeanie answered.  “Have you been there?”

Katie nodded that she had.  “Cynthia – John’s wife? – she took me.”

Jeanie was looking off toward the hospital when she noticed a commotion at the side of the building where deliveries were brought.  “I think Prince Charming has arrived,” she said drily. 

“What?”  Katie turned and looked in the direction Jeanie was pointing.  She smiled and said, “Yep, that could only be him!  We’d better get back upstairs.”
“Yeah, okay,” Jeanie said in a tone that prompted Katie to look at her in surprise.

“What’s up with you?” she laughed.

“Nothing, nothing at all,” Jeanie replied sullenly.  Going to the back of the wheelchair, she gripped the handles and went to push.  “You have your brake on.”  Katie looked down.  “The other side,” Jeanie corrected her.  

Pushing the lever forward, Katie’s apology went without response as Jeanie pushed the chair back toward the entrance.  It wasn’t the first time that Katie sensed hostility toward George, and not just from Jeanie, either.  When he and George were with her at the same time, she’d noticed her father didn’t even look at George, much less talk to him, and the mere mention of George’s name was usually followed by an icy silence.  
Once Jeanie wheeled Katie into the service elevator and the doors had shut, Katie leaned over and flipped the switch, stopping the lift between floors.

Jeanie immediately started to protest.  “Hey!  What are --”

“I want to talk to you alone….before we get upstairs,” Katie explained

“You couldn’t have talked to me outside?” Jeanie snapped in exasperation.

Ignoring her friend’s objections, Katie stated firmly, “It wasn’t his fault, Jean.”

“What?” Jeanie squinted at Katie.  “What are you talking about?”

“The accident….it wasn’t George’s fault.”
“I didn’t say it was!” Jeanie shot back defensively.

“You didn’t have to.  Neither did my father.”  
“Katie, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but --”

“Stop it, Jeanie!  You do so.  You and Dad blame George for what happened to me, and the two of you have been treating him as though he pushed me in front of that car on purpose!  I want the two of you to stop it, now!”

Jeanie averted her eyes, her thoughts in a jumble of uncertainty.  She was under strict orders from Katie’s father to not mention the girl George had been dating while Katie was unconscious….the same girl he’d taken to Ireland for holiday weekend.  Kevin had also shared with her his suspicions about what really happened the night of Katie’s accident, and the things he’d been told by people who had been there.  Promise or no promise, I should just tell her!  She has a right to know the truth, after all!   Mr. Kelly’s afraid that it would interfere with her recuperation, but I think she needs to know...and soon.  George is just making a fool of her.  It’s not fair that he should be allowed to act as though nothing happened.  This is his fault, and, if Katie knew the truth, I’m sure she’d agree!  “Look, Katie, there’s something you should know --”
Jeanie was interrupted when the emergency telephone in the lift rang.  Katie held up her hand to stop Jeanie, and answered the phone.  After a minute’s discussion, Katie hung up and flipped the switch, sending the lift upward with a jolt.  “That was hospital security calling to make sure that everything was okay. They’d noticed we were stopped in between floors.”
Jeanie nodded, and said, “Oh.”

“So, what should I know?” Katie asked as they arrived at her floor.

Knowing that the corridors were bustling with people who could possibly overhear and that George was waiting in Katie’s room, Jeanie shook her head and said, “We’ll talk later…when we’re alone.”

“Okay,” Katie replied softly, clearly not happy with the response, but resigned to its inevitability.

When George saw Jeanie pushing Katie’s chair over the threshold, he got up and quickly walked over to them.  Taking over the handles, he said with a smile, “I’ve got her, ta, Jeanie.” Leaning over, he kissed Katie softly on the lips, “How are ya, luv?”
Katie smiled, “Good….it’s a good day.”  

“I’m glad to hear it,” he said affably.

He helped Katie get settled into the more comfortable easy chair and rang for some tea to be brought up.  When he was asked how many people the tea should be prepared for, he covered the phone and asked Jeanie, “Will you be staying fer tea, Jeanie?”

Without looking at him, she curtly answered, “No, I’ll be leaving now.”

He clarified the order and hung up the phone.  Turning toward Jeanie, he joked, “Yer not leaving on my account, I hope!”  He was taken back when the girl just glared at him wordlessly.  

His smile fading, he watched her lean down to kiss Katie’s cheek.  “I’ll see you later, Katie.  Call me if you want me to pick up anything when I come back, okay?”

He could tell from Katie’s expression that she, too, was perplexed by Jeanie’s behavior toward him.  “Okay, Jeanie, thanks.”

“See ya,” Jeanie said as she headed for the door.  She gave George a fleeting glance as she walked past him, but said nothing.  He watched her walk out of the room, wondering just how much she knew.
Later, over tea, the young couple passed the afternoon chatting, holding hands, and watching a bit of television, cuddled up to one another in the narrow hospital bed.  George knew he had things to tell Katie , but, it was so rare for them to be left alone that long, and they were enjoying each other’s company so much, he was loathe to ruin it.
As evening descended, Kevin and Dee came for a visit with Jeanie in tow.  Upon entering the hospital room, Dee felt Kevin’s grip on her hand tighten when he saw George lying with Katie.  The boy, however, had already started to move before anything was said, but as Jeanie drew up from behind the older couple, she remarked evenly, “Oh, he’s still here.” 
“Jeanie!” Katie shouted crossly.

“”Salright, baby girl….I should be going anyway,” George assured her, trying to avoid a scene.  Slipping into his jacket, he continued, “Now, don’t ferget to ring me after the doctor’s been in tomorrow.  As soon as we know when they’re letting you go we can make plans, yeah?”

“What’s this?”  Kevin snapped.

“N-Nothing, Dad,” Katie started to answer anxiously.  “Just that the doctor said I might get released soon.”

“Well, when you do get released, the only place you’re going is home, Katie.”

A meaningful look past between George and Katie, and the glance aroused suspicion in Kevin.  “What?  You two aren’t making any sort of plans, are you?”  The question, although meant for them both, seemed directed at George.
Katie intervened, “Dad, I’m still going to need follow-up care, and, since all of my doctors and therapists are here in London, it only makes sense for me stay here.  Besides, I will be going to school here in the fall, so…,” her words faded off when she saw the look Kevin was giving George.

George’s heart was in his throat as he stared at the floor, certain that, at any moment, Kevin was going to tell Katie everything.  He was surprised, therefore, when he heard Jeanie speaking.

“I think you’re gonna change your mind, Katie, once you know about a few things.”

“Jeanie, no!” Dee said, trying to stop her.

“No, let her, Dee,” Kevin asserted, “Perhaps it’s time Katie knows, and maybe it’s best if she hears it from Jeanie.  If I told her, she might not believe me.”

“Actually, she should hear it from me,” George said quietly.
“You’re gonna tell her?” Jeanie questioned dubiously.

George felt sick inside.  “Yes, I’ll tell her.”

“Then you’d better make damn sure you tell her everything, Harrison!” Kevin threatened.

Katie looked on, surprised at the anger and hostility that emanated from Jeanie and her father toward George….Dee hung back, looking tearful and torn….and George looked defeated and broken.  “Enough!” she yelled above the growing melee.  They all looked at her.  “Just stop it, and leave George alone!”

Jeanie stepped forward, indignant.  “Katie!  You don’t know --”

“I do know!” Katie shouted.  “I know everything!”

“Honey,” Kevin started kindly, “…you don’t --”

“I do,” Katie insisted tearfully. 
“What do you think you know, huh?” Jeanie challenged. 
Katie slowly shook her head, rolling her eyes in frustration.  “I know I saw George in bed with another girl the night of his birthday, and I know all about the girl he took to Ireland!  I know, okay?  So, you all can just stop this!  I know!”

Dee, Kevin, and Jeanie stood stunned and silent, but no one in the room was more shocked than George himself who, standing awestruck, looked at Katie in disbelief, and asked, “You’ve known all along?” 

